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was packed with the silver horde",
threshing through shoal ami rapid to
reach the spawning ground before they
died. OIY every cceek mouth and all
along the lake the seal followed to
prey on the salmon, and sea trout and
lakers alike swarmed to the spawning
liods to feed upon the roe. The days
shortened. Sometimes a line rain
would drizzle for hours on end, and
when i( would clear (he saw toothed
ranges Hanking the lake would stand
on! all freshly rolled in white.a man¬
tle that crept lower on the llr clad
slopes after each storm.
Early In October Charlie Denton had

squared his neighborly account with
Jack Fyfe. With crew and equipment
he moved ltpmc, to begin work anew
on his own limit.
Ivaty John and her people came back

from the salmon tishlng. Then Charlie
wheedled Stella Into taking up the cook¬
house burden again. Stella consented.
In truth- she could do nothing else.
Charlie spent a little of his contract
profits in piping water to the kitchen,
in a few things to brighten up and
make more comfortable their own quar¬
ters.
"Just as soon as I can rut another

boom over the rapids, Stell," lie prom¬
ised, "I'll put a cook on the job. I've
got to sail a little close for awhile.
"With tills crew I ought to put a million
feet in the water in six weeks. Then
I'll be over the hump, and you can take
it easy. Hut till then".
"Till then 1 may as well make my¬

self useful," Stella Interrupted caustic¬
ally.
"Well, why not?" Ilenton demanded

Impatiently. "Nobody around here
works any harder than I do."
And there the matter rested.

CHAPTER VI.
Ono Way Out.

THAT Wns a Winter of Mr snow.
November opened with rain. Dav

hAi.i i" M <In,V U,° sun ,l,(1 h,s f»co
behind mussed, spitting clouds. Morn-

«hnek«00n, :UU1 ,h0 c,lve8 of tlio
shacks dripped steadily, the gaunt
limbs of hardwoods were a lino of
coursing drops, and through all the vast
roaches oi' tlr and cedar the patter of
*aln kept up a dreary monotone. When-
over the mist that blew like rolling
smoke along the inountalna lifted for a
brief hour there, creeping steadily
downward, lay the banked white
Before the snow put a stop to log-

glng, Jack Fyfe dropped in once a week
or so. When work shut down he came

I T- bMt 1,0 nov°r singled Stella
out foi any particular attention. Once
he surprised her sitting with her el¬
bows on the kitchen table, her face bur-
ic in her palms. She looked up at his
quiet entrance, and her face must have
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(Jod knows," she answered, surprised
into speaking the thought that lay up¬
permost in her mind, surprised bevond

. l.o Should read 'that
lie stood looking down at her for a

second or two. Ills lips parted, but he
closed them again over whatever rose
to his tongue and passed silently
through the dining room and into the
bunkhouse, where Hcnton had preceded
turn a matter of ton minutes.
It lacked a week of Christmas. That

fi of,IVnton's inon h,ul eono in
the hickamin to Roaring Springs for
supplies. They had returned in mid-
nfternoon, and Stella guessed bv the
now note of hilarity in the bunkhouse
that pa it of die supplies had been
liquid. J his had happened more than
once since the big snow closed in. She
remembered Charlie's fury at the log¬
ger who started Matt the cook on his
spree, and she wondered at this re¬
laxation, but it was not in her province
find she made no comment.
Jack Fyfe stayed to supper that even¬

ing. Neither he nor Charlie came back
to Benton's quarters when the meal
was finished. While she stacked up
the dishes Katy John observed;
"Goodness sakes, Miss Benton, them

fellers was fresh at supper. They was
half drunk, some of them. I bet they'll
be half a dozen fights before morula'."
Later there rose a brief clamor. In

the dead silence that followed she heard
a thud and the clinking smash of break¬
ing glass, a panted oath, sounds of
struggle.

Stella slipped on a pair of her broth¬
er's gum boots and an overcoat and ran
out on the path beaten from their cabin
to the shore it led past the bunk¬
house, and on that side opened two un¬
curtained windows, yellow squares that
struck gleaming on the snow. Tho
panes of one were broken now, sharp
fragments standing like saw teeth lit
tho wooden sash. .

She stole warily near and looked In
Two men wore being bold apart, one by
threo of his fellows, thft other by Jack
Fyfo alone. Fyfe grinned mildly, talk¬
ing to tho men in a quiot, pacific tone.
Now you know that was nothing to

scrap about," she heard him say
"You're both full of fighting whisky,
but a bunkhouse Isn't any place to
fight.. Walt till morning. If you'vo
still got It In your systems go outside
and have It out. Hut you shouldn't
disturb our game and break up the fur¬
niture. Be gentlemen, drunk or sober.

. Bettor shake hands and call it square,"
MAw, let 'em go to It, If thoy want to,"
Charlie's voice, drink thickened.
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"Now you know that was nothing to
'

scrap about," sho hoard him say, I

TTnrsh, cnrac from n corner of the room
Into which sho could not see until she
moved nearer, lty the time she picked
liim out Fyfe resumed his seat at the
table where three others and Iienton
waited with cards in their hands, red
and white chips and money stacked
before them. jShe knew enough of cards to realize
that a stiff poker game was on the
board when she had watched one hand
dealt and played. It angered her, not
from any ethical motive, but because of
her brother's part in it. lie had no
funds to pay a cook's wages, yet he
could afford to lose on one hand as
much as ho credited her with for a
month's work. She could slave at the
kitchen job day in and day out to save
hiin $-15 a month. lie could lose that
without the flicker of an eyelash, but
he couldn't pay her wages on demand.
Also she saw that he had imbibed too
freely, If the redness of his face and
the glassy fixedness of his eyes could
be read aright.
"Pig!" she muttered. "If that's his

idea of pleasure. Oh, well, why should
I care? I don't, so far as he's con¬
cerned, If I could Just get away from
tills beast of a place myself."
Abreast of her a logger came to the

broken window with a sack to bar out
the frosty air. And Stella, realizing
suddenly that she was shivering with
the cold, ran back to the cabin and got
into her bed.
Hut she did not sleep, save in uneasy

periods of dozing, until midnight was
long past. Then Fyfe and her brother
came In, and by the sounds she gath¬
ered that Fyfe was putting Charlie to
bed. She heard his deep, drawling
voice urging the unwisdom of sleeping
With calked boots on and Denton's hie-
cupy response. The rest of the night
she slept fitfully, morbidly Imagining
terrible things. She was afraid, that
was the sum and substance of it. Over
in tho bunkhov.se the carousal was still J

Jack Fyfe Sat With His Feet on the
Ovon Door.

nt its height. She couhl not rid her¬
self of the sight of those two men
struggling to ho nt each other like
wild beasts^ the bloody faeo of the
one who had been struck, t lie, course
animalism of the whole whisky sat¬
urated gang. It repelled and disgust¬
ed and frightened her.
The night frosts had crept through

the single board walls of Stella's room
and made its temperature akin to out-
doors when the alarm wakened her at
0 In the morning. She shivered as
sho dressed. Knty John was blissful¬
ly devoid of any responsibility, for sel¬
dom did Knty rise first to light the
kitchen fire. Yet Stelln resented less
each day's bleak beginning than she
did the enforced necessity of the sit¬
uation. The fact that she was endur¬
ing these things practically under com¬
pulsion was what galled.
A cutting wind struck her icily as

she crossed the few steps of open be¬
tween cabin and kitchen. Above 110
cloud floated, no harbinger of melting
rain. The cold stars twinkled over
snow blurred forest, struck tiny gleams
from stumps that were now white
capped pillars. A night swell from the
outside waters beat its melancholy
dirge 011 the frozen beach. And, as she
always did at that hushed hour be¬
fore dawn, she experienced a physical
shrinking from those grim solitudes In
which there was nothing warm and
human and kindly, nothing hut vast-
ness of space upon which silence lay
like a smothering blanket, in which
she, the human atom, was utterly neg¬
ligible, a protesting mote in the inex¬
orable wilderness.
A light burned In the kitchen. She

thanked her stars that this bitter cold
morning she would not have to build
a lire with freezing fingers while her
teetli chattered, ami she hurried I11 to
tlie warmth heralded by a spark belch¬
ing stovepipe. Hut t lie Slwasli girl had
not risen to the occasion. Instead Jack
Kyfe flat with his feet 011 the oven
door, a cigar in one corner of Ills
mouth. The k' ttle steamed. Iler por-
ridge pot li'if-'-'ej resuly for the uieaL

"Good niorn'ng," he pivoted. "Mhul
my pre-empting your Job?"
"Not nt all," she answered. "You

can have 11 for keeps If you want."
"Aren't you getting pretty sick of

this sort of work, these 11101*0 or loss
uncomfortable surroundings and the
sort of people you have to conio In con¬
tact Willi?" ho asked pointedly.
"I nm," she returned as bluntly, "but

I think that's rather an impertinent
question, Mr. Fyfe."
"You hate it," ho said positively. "1

know you do. I've seen your feelings
many a time. I don't blaide you. It's
a rotten business with a girl of your
tastes and bringing up. And I'm afraid
you'll find it worse If this snow slays
long. I know what a logging camp is
when work stops and whisky creeps in
and the Ijoss lets go his. hold."
"That may be true," she returned

gloomily, "but 1 don't see why you
should enumerate these dlsagrecablo
things for my benefit."
"I'm going to show you a way out,"

lie said softly, "I've been thinking it
over for quite awhile. I want you to
marry inc."
Stella gasped.
"Mr. Fyfe!"
"Listen," lie said peremptorily, loan¬

ing closer to her and lowering his
voice. "1 have an iiloa that you'ro go¬
ing to say you don't love inc. I^ord, I
know that. But you hate this. It
grates against every inclination of
yours like a file 011 steel. I wouldn't
Jar 011 you like that; wouldn't permit
you to live In surroundings that would.
That's U10 material shlo of it. Nobody
can live on day dreams. I like you,
Stella Benton, a whole lot more than
I'd care to say right out loud. You
and I together could make a home
wo'd be proud of. 1 want you, ami
you want to get away from this. It's
natural. Marry me and play the game
fair and 1 don't think you'll bo sorry.1
I'm putting it as baldly as 1 can. You
stand to win everything with nothing
to lose but your domestic chains." The
gleam of a smile lit up his features
for a second. "Won't you take a
chanco?"
"No," she declared Impulsively. "I

won't be a party to any such cold
blooded transaction."
"\on don't seem to understand me,"

he said soberly. "I don't want to hand
out any sentiment, but it makes me
sore to see you wasting yourself on'
this sort of thing, if you must do It,
why don't you do it Tor somebody
who'll make It worth while? Because
we don't marry with our heads in the
fog is no reason we shouldn't get on
fine. What are you going to do.stick
bore at this till you go crazy? You
won't get away. You don't realize
what a one Idea, determined person
this brother of yours is. lie lias Just
one object in lift*, mid he'll use every-!
thing and everybody in sight to attain;that object. lie means lo succeed, and
ho will. You're purely incidental. But
he lias that perverted, middle class
family pride that will make him pre¬
vent you from getting out and trying
your own wings. Nature never intend*
Ci2 u woman Ul<\' y (.> J n cciUmtc,
any more than I was so Sn tended. And
sooner or late you'll marry somebody
If only to hop out of the fire into the
frying pan."
"I hate you." she flashed passionate¬

ly, "when you talk like that."
"No, you don't," lie returned quietly.

"You hate what I say because It's the
truth, and it's humiliating to be help¬
less. You think I don't sabo? But
I'm putting a weapon into your hand.
Let's put it differently; leave out the
sentiment for a minute. We'll say that
I want a housekeeper, preferably an
ornamental one, because 1 like beauti¬
ful things. Y»ui want to get away
from this drudgery. That's what it is,
simple drudgery. You crave lots of
things you can't get by yourself, but
that you could help me get for you.
There's things lacking in your life, and
so are there in mine. Why shouldn't we
go partners? You think about it."

"I don't need to," she answered cool¬
ly. "It wouldn't work. You don't ap¬
pear to have any idea what it means
for a woman to give herself up body
and soul to a man she doesn't care for.
For me it would bo plain selling my¬
self. I haven't the least affection for
you. I might even detest you." ,

"You wouldn't," he said positively.
"What makes you so suro of that?"

she demanded.
"It would sound conceited if I told 1

you why," ho drawled. "Listen. We're
not gods and goddesses, we human be¬
ings. We're not, after nil, In our real
impulses, so much different from the
age when a man took his club and
went after n femnlo that looked good
to him. They mated and raised their
young and very likely faced on an
average fewer problems than arlso In
modern marriages supposedly ordain¬
ed in heaven. You'd have tho 0110
big problem solved.tlio lack of menns
to llvo decently, which wrecks more1
homes than anything olse, far more
than lack of love. Affection doesn't
thrive 011 poverty. What is love?"
Ills voice took on a challenging novte.
"I don't know," she answered absent-

ly, turning over strips of Imcon with
the long handled fork.
"There you are," he said. "I don't

know, either. We'd start even, then,
for the sake of argument. No, I guess
we wouldn't, either, because you're the
only woman I've run across so far with
whom I eouhl calmly contemplate spend¬
ing the rest of my life in close contact,
That's a fact. To me it's a highly iin-
portant fact. You don't happen to
havo any such feeling about me, eh?"
"No. I hadn't even thought of you In

that way," Stella answered truthfully.
"You want to think about me," he

said calmly. "Yon want to think about
mo from every possible angle, because
I'm going to come back and ask you
this same question every once in awhile
so long as you're In reach and doing
this dirty work for a thankless boss.
You want to think of me as a posslblo
refuge from a lot. of disagreeable things.
I'd like to have you to chum with, and
I'd like to have ^nme inccntivo to put
a big white bungalow on that old foun-
dntion for us two," he Bmlled. "I'll
never do It for myself alone. Go on.
Take a gambling chance and marry me,
Stella. Say yes, and say it now."
JBut she shook her head resolutply,
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